Ingram's former studios near Nice to see my friend George
Robey transformed into Sancho Panza. The idea of his
being cast for the part at all was humorous enough, but
his conception of it and his management of that immortal
steed, which, by the by, was procured with the utmost diffi-
culty, used to transport every one of the onlookers, profes-
sional or otherwise, into ecstasies of hilarity. All the same,
I do not think that George Robey himself much enjoyed it.
It was a dusty place. There was rain whenever they went
up to Cansouls above Grasse, as they often did for the out-
door scenes, and the clothes he was forced to wear were
very unsuitable for a Riviera summer. His reason for
refusing a drink when he came into the Negresco one day,
bathed in perspiration, was the most original I ever heard.

" I have only one mouth," he explained, " but I have
a large body. A bath before anything !"

A wonderful man George ! I thought so when last
year I found him playing with subtlety and excellent effect
the part of a millionaire French banker and threading his
way with amazing skill through the devious intricacies of
a risque French farce in which every other sentence, from
the British theatre-goer's point of view, was improper.
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